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Summary 


The Madrigal family shattered and broke apart years ago. 

After the fight that pushed them too far, they went their separate ways and lived life as 
though they didn't have any more family out in the city of Encanto. 

The cracks are still there though, the damage trickling down and poisoning the next 
generation. 

What happens when two of them go missing? Will the family finally reunite? Or fall apart 
forever? 


Notes 


This is me trying a modern Encanto fic. No magic and all the family angst. Hope you all 
enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Fights 


Pepa collapsed into her seat as the front door slammed shut. She wasn’t too proud to admit 
that she was terrified. 


They’d been having more and more arguments with Camilo lately as he grew older, the 
fifteen-year-old chafing against the house rules more often. It was becoming relatively 
common for him to go storming out of the house like this. 


Felix rubbed her back comfortingly as she covered her face. Dolores had acted out a little in 
her teenage years but nothing to this extent. She’d given them the occasional cold shoulder 
but never screaming matches. 


Pepa was terrified of her family falling apart again and that fear was likely what kept feeding 
into her anger, causing more fights. 


“He”ll understand Pepi,” Felix murmured to her. 
“He was furious with us Felix,” she whispered. 


She didn’t even really understand his strong reaction. Camilo had exams coming up. He 
didn’t have time to be going to parties when he already spent so much of his free time in the 
drama club. 


But he’d reacted so badly to their refusal to let him go to the party this weekend. It had 
devolved into a screaming match again and resulted in Camilo being grounded for two 
weeks. That only seemed to make things worse as he spun around and ran out of the house 
despite Felix’s angry calls to come back. 


No doubt he’d only return late tonight which would spark another fight. It was an endless 
cycle. 


She closed her eyes, overwhelmed by the memory of the last time her family fought often. 
It was before everything imploded. Or more accurately, the night it all fell apart. 


Mama and papa had been having one of their worst fights. Bruno had had a bad seizure that 
day and mama had decided that they needed to send him to a place he could be taken care of 


properly. 


Papa had exploded, shouting that Bruno didn’t need to be sent away because he was 
epileptic. The doctors were just still trying to figure out the dose and medication that worked 
best for him. 


The fight had escalated with mamá saying that the niños shouldn’t be frightened in their own 
home because Bruno wasn’t normal. 


Pepa remembered the shattered expression on her hermano Ùs face when he heard that, but 
she”d been completely distracted when the argument ended up expanding to encompass the 
entire family. 


Mama started saying that letting it slide was giving a bad example for the niños to follow. 
She’d used Dolores’ selective mutism and Camilo’s ADHD as examples and complained 
about how they couldn’t be more like Julieta’s children. Isabela with her perfect grades. Luisa 
with her affinity in sports. And Mirabel’s impeccable behaviour in class. 


Pepa had exploded, entering the argument and screaming at her mama. 


It all turned into a blur, Julieta getting involved and trying to calm everyone down which only 
set Pepa off more because it wasn’t her niños that were being bad-mouthed. 


She remembered the look on Dolores’ face at her Abuela’s words. She remembered Camilo’s 
fear at the loud fighting. She remembered how Agustin kept his hijas back while Felix joined 
the argument right on Pepa’s heels. 


She remembered how Bruno had backed up in a panic and how papa had turned from the 
fight to comfort him. 


She remembered her bitterness over always being the last of the triplets to be looked at. No 
one’s favourite. Her niños always compared to their primos. 


She remembered leaving that night, bags packed and vowing to never return to a family that 
never cared. She remembered seeing papá already leading Bruno out of the house with his 
own bags and the bitterness only grew when he didn’t look at her, still fussing over her 
hermano. 


Bruno had looked at her, pain and fear and confusion clear in his eyes. And she loved him. 
She always would. 


But she couldn’t stay with parents who continued to focus on her siblings first. She couldn’t 
stay where the same would happen to her niños. 


So they left. 
They moved to a different part of town, started new lives in new jobs and at a new school, 
She’d never looked back and refused to let herself regret her choice. 


Dolores had grown into a lovely woman and her days of silence were far fewer than they 
used to be but they still happened. Felix and Pepa simply adjusted on those days and they all 
moved on with their business. 


She was in university now, studying writing. Despite days of silence, she could put beautiful 
words to paper. 


They knew that Isabela was in the same university since there was only one in town, but they 
all had a silent agreement to not mention it and Dolores never spoke to her. 


Camilo was in high school and Pepa couldn't even pinpoint the moment he drifted away and 
started lashing out at them. 


Antonio, their surprise baby, was only five and confused over the fighting in the house. 
Pepa was terrified that he would watch their family shatter like she had that night. 
“Tt’ll be alright Pepi,” Felix said quietly. 


She heard a door close upstairs and guessed that Dolores had heard it all. She never spoke 
about the fights but they knew that they worried her. She still remembered that night after all. 
Still remembered the rest of the family they refused to mention. 


Camilo didn’t, having been too young to remember. He didn’t even remember Mirabel 
despite how close they’d been. 


Pepa sighed to herself. 


She couldn’t survive that happening again. 


Camilo scowled at the ground, foot scuffing at the dirt as he swayed back and forth on the 
swing. He always came here when he was upset. It was a park that was half falling apart 
since no one ever came to it. So he could mope or fume as much as he wanted in peace. 


He pulled his yellow jacket around him a bit tighter before looking over at the sound of 
footsteps. 


He relaxed when he saw it was just his best friend storming over, much like he’d done ten 
minutes ago. They’d both made this their unofficial hangout spot pretty soon after they met in 
high school. 


“Hey Mira,” He greeted lowly. 

She startled a bit and looked up. “Hey Cami.” 

The anger seemed to bleed out of her. 

“You have a shit day too?” she asked. 

He sighed and looked forward again, hearing her sit on the swing next to him. 
“Had another fight with my mama,” he admitted. “You?” 

“Fought with my Abuela.” 


They’d both been pleased to find someone with Spanish scattered in their regular vocabulary 
when they met. While they didn’t really know the language, they both had grandparents that 
were apparently from Columbia, so their families tended to use those titles out of habit with 


the odd scattered words sprinkled about. Camilo's parents could speak the language 
somewhat well though. He'd never learned much since he'd never been interested. 


They’d thought it was brilliant they had such similar family situations. 


Including having a family that refused to talk to the rest of the family. It was great to be able 
to talk to someone and wonder what the rest of their relatives were like. They spent a lot of 
time making up more and more ridiculous fake relatives for fun, knowing they'd never meet 
them since they lived clear across the city from each other. 


Another thing they shared lately was fights with their parents/grandmother. 
“What was yours about?” Mirabel asked. 


Camilo scowled again. He just didn’t understand why he couldn't go to the damn party. There 
were going to be adults there and it was their last chance before exams started. A bunch of his 
friends from the drama club were going. 


He’d been excited but his parents had shut him down before he could really get going when 
asking them. 


It just made him so mad. They still treated him like they had when he was ten. It was just a 
party! 


And he’d still been riding high on the excitement of getting the lead part he wanted in the 
upcoming play. He’d been planning to tell them after the news of the party but after the fight, 
he couldn’t even feel excited about that anymore. 


No doubt he was going to have the time he was already grounded for double. And they might 
even revoke his club privileges again. Which was probably the worst thing they could do to 
him. He loved that club. It would also completely ruin his opportunity to play the lead in the 
upcoming performance. 


His eyes burned at the thought. 


He rubbed his face. Everything was a mess and he just wanted the happy peace they used to 
have in the house. 


“They said I couldn’t go to Gabriella’s party,” he muttered. 
He could practically feel her bewilderment. 
“But she has the calmest parties around! Her parents stick around to keep an eye on things!” 


“I know!” he complained. “But they wouldn't even let me get that far before my mamá was 
cutting me off. 


He felt a pang in his heart at that. He used to be so close to her. He didn’t know when she’d 
stopped listening to what he said. 


Sometimes, when he was alone and upset, he wondered if it was when Antonio was born. 
“And you?” he asked, trying to drag his thoughts away from that. 
“T failed my maths test,” Mirabel sighed. 


Camilo grimaced. Mirabel really struggled with maths and he was pretty sure she had 
dyscalculia, mixing up her numbers through no fault of her own. He’d learned about it while 
looking up information on his own ADHD. 


But from what it sounded like in previous conversations, Mirabel’s Abuela wouldn’t hear 
anything about stuff like that. 


He knew the struggle of having problems in class because of things like that. It was probably 
also what helped them bond. 


“She started comparing me to Isabela again and I just snapped,” Mirabel continued, tone 
dropping with her mood. “I can’t help it that I’m not as good as Señorita Perfecta. m not 
good at school. But she couldn’t care less that I’m great at crafts and sewing and all that. She 
doesn't care about the clothing designs I come up with that even Isabela likes. She doesn’t 
care that I want to be a clothing designer. No, maths is important so that I can go into 
business like Isabela. Since there’s clearly nothing else I can do, despite Luisa living her 
dream as a coach already.” 


Mirabel was gripping the swing’s chains tightly as she vented. 


Camilo could at least say that his parents didn’t do that. Mirabel’s parents hadn’t ever argued 
with her Abuela from what he heard. But his parents were willing to let him try to get into 
acting despite it not being a ‘safe’ career. They’d done the same for Dolores when she wanted 
to be a writer. 


He was still mad at them though because... 


Because they wanted him to be like Dolores behaviour-wise. Dolores had never been super 
social or interested in parties. She liked to read and study and write. Camilo was loud and a 
social butterfly and they’d been thrown by the difference. 


Sometimes he wondered if they thought he was being different from Dolores because of his 
ADHD despite it just being who he was... 


He let his head hang down, staring at his shoes. 
“Why won’t they ever listen?” he asked quietly. 


“They always think they know best,” Mirabel said. “And sure, they’re right a lot of the time. 
But they won’t ever believe that we might be right sometimes.” 


They both sat there together in silence as the sun started to set. 


Camilo was snapped out of it when Mirabel shivered. She was just wearing a regular shirt 
even though it was getting colder. 


They should probably go back. It wasn't smart to be out on a cold night and this was shaping 
up to be freezing. 


“Here,” he shrugged off his jacket as he stood up. He was at least wearing long sleeves. 
“You’re cold.” 


She sighed and stood up as well, reaching to accept the jacket since she knew he wouldn’t 
give up. 


Camilo was confused when she froze suddenly, gaze darting to something behind him. But a 
sudden blow to the head distracted him and his hands automatically lifted to cover the spot 
while he staggered. 


Strong arms grabbed him around the waist and pressed something over his mouth and nose 
while Mirabel screamed out. In his struggle to see what was happening past the daze from the 
head wound and the chemical smell on the cloth, Camilo accidentally threw his jacket, 
catching a splash of red on it. 


Oh, he was bleeding. They’d hit him hard enough to bleed. 


He caught a glimpse of Mirabel struggling in the hold of two men and vaguely thought that 
they must have hit him since there were only three of them. 


By then though, his vision was already going black. He heard Mirabel call his name before he 
passed out. 


The last thing he felt before being dragged down into unconsciousness was regret over the 
last things he said to his mama. 


Missing 
Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
Pepa was still shaking when the police left. Felix was murmuring soothingly to her but even 


his voice was shaking. Dolores was sitting on the couch, expression blank as she stared ahead 
while Antonio was still crying. 


Camilo was missing and the police thought he probably ran away considering the last fight 
they had. 


Her baby was gone and they didn’t know where he was. 


Guilt was clawing at her heart over the fight. Did she drive him away? Did he run because of 
their words? 


A sob caught in her throat. 
Did she drive him away like her parents drove her away? 


They said they’d treat it like any other missing child case but they’d been pretty certain that 
he ran away. Nothing like kidnappings happened in their small city. But runaways were 
apparently a lot more common. 


The police had been sure he’d probably return in a week and Pepa desperately hoped he 
would. She needed to see that he was alright. Even if he hated her for all the fights and 
arguments. 


She just needed to see that he was alright. 


Across town, Julieta was curled up in her husband’s arms. Isabela was pacing anxiously in 
the room and Luisa looked on the brink of tears. 


Her mama had been calm and composed when the police were here, the men assuring them 
that it was probably a runaway case since they’d become increasingly common in the city. 
Just teenagers being teenagers they said. 


Julieta could see how shaken her mama was by Mirabel’s disappearance though. Despite 
never talking about it, Julieta knew that the way their family shattered had weighed heavily 
on her mama. 


She bit back a sob. She knew that the fights had been getting worse between Mirabel and her 
Abuela, but she’d never thought that they would drive her hija away. 


She should have realised. After all, Pepa had fought with their parents the most and she was 
the first to leave... 


She squeezed her eyes shut, forcefully pushing thoughts of their broken family away. She 
needed to focus on her missing hija and how to calm her other girls down. 


"What do we do?" Luisa asked softly. 

"They want us to just go on with our lives,” Isabela said bitterly. 

Julieta closed her eyes again. 

Go on with their lives with someone precious missing? 

She'd already done it before she supposed. But she couldn't survive losing someone again. 


She begged anyone listening for Mirabel to come home. 


Two weeks later, Camilo still wasn't home and Pepa was in a state. Felix wasn't much better 
and Antonio was crying for his hermano every night. 


Dolores had been numbly going through her routine, not really absorbing much in class 
before heading home to an anxious mess of a family. She knew her professors were getting 
frustrated by the sharp decline in her work but she couldn't bring herself to care. 


She was trying not to think about pretty much anything. 


But then she walked past a poster someone had put up on campus and those carefully built 
walls came crashing down. 


Because it was advertising the play Camilo had got the lead in. He'd been so excited and his 
friends from the club were calling almost daily asking if he'd been found. She'd heard that 
they were planning to postpone the play entirely until he was back. 


But seeing the poster, remembering how giddy he'd seemed over the phone when he called 
her that day. 


He'd been so excited to tell their parents. And then the fight happened. 
And Camilo disappeared. 


The tears were falling before she could stop them and she ran for the nearest bathroom, 
bumping into several people and whispering apologies as she went. 


In the bathroom she locked herself in a cubicle and curled in on herself as she sobbed. 


She wanted him to come home. 


The last couple of weeks had been nerve-wracking. Mirabel hadn't returned and the family 
was a mess. 


Isabela's carefully maintained image was falling to pieces and she couldn't bring herself to 
care. She*d snapped at her friends when they were talking about going to a party and going 
on like normal while she was dealing with her hermanita being missing. 


They’d had a huge fight and Isabela couldn't even bring herself to care that they weren’t 
talking to her. 


It wasn't like she could focus on anything but her own fear. 


So she had an angry comment on the tip of her tongue when someone bumped into her in the 
hallway, but it died at the flash of a red bow and a nearly inaudible apology. 


She spun around to see Dolores rushing towards the nearest bathroom. 


They’d never acknowledged each other on campus. A silent agreement that they followed as 
their families did the same. 


But even though it had been years, ten to be exact, she still remembered what Dolores 
sounded like when she was crying. 


And she recognised that choked quality to her voice now. 


Before she could really think 1t through, Isabela followed her and hurried into the bathroom 
she’d gone to, closing the door softly behind her. 


The quiet, hitched sobs made her heart ache. Despite everything, she”d never hated the rest of 
her family. She’d missed them for a long time, crying for her prima many nights. Eventually 
though, she learned to push those memories down and move on like she didn't have any other 
family. 


They”d all been following that silent agreement until now. 


But Isabela was tired. Her hermanita was missing and she was just... tired. Of everything. Of 
the feud and the distance from the people who could have probably helped them stop from 
collapsing under their worry and fear. 


And she’d always hated it when Dolores cried. Her life was a mess at the moment, but maybe 
she could help her prima a little. 


“Dolores?” she called softly and the sobs faltered. 


Silence descended on the room for a moment and Isabela wondered if she was going to just 
ignore her. 


“Isa?” 


The small, uncertain question drew Isabela straight over to the cubicle and she rested a hand 
on the door. 


“Yeah...” she murmured. 


There was another beat of silence as Isabela gathered her courage. She’d never thought it 
would be this difficult to speak to her prima after ten years of pretending she didn’t exist. 


She wondered if it was the same for Dolores. 

“What's wrong?” she ended up asking hesitantly. 

“What isn’t wrong?” Dolores’ voice cracked and Isabela’s heart sank. 

Dolores had never been quick to tears. What had happened to send her into such a state? 


“I know that feeling,” she murmured in response, thinking about the last time she’d seen 
Mirabel, angry and hurt as she stormed out of the house, failed math test fluttering to the 
floor. 


Isabela leaned her forehead against the door. 


She wondered if she should tell Dolores. She’d certainly be more understanding, more caring 
than her ‘friends’. 


Before she could speak though, Dolores let out another choked sob. 
“Camilo’s missing.” 

And Isabela’s world came to a stop. 

“What?” she breathed. 


“He's been missing for two weeks and we don’t know where he is or what happened-” 
Dolores continued, panic in her voice and Isabela’s stomach churned as she interrupted. 


“Mirabel’s been missing for two weeks. 

The door was abruptly jerked open and Isabela almost fell over into her prima. 

Dolores looked like a mess, not as neat as usual, eyes red and hands clenched in her dress. 
“What?” she asked, eyes wide. 

Isabela stared back. 

“Mirabel went missing after storming out when she had another fight with Abuela.” 
Dolores frowned. “Camilo went missing after a fight with our parents.” 

This... couldn’t be a coincidence. Isabela’s mind started racing. 

“Could they have known each other?” she blurted out. 


Dolores was shaking her head though. “Camilo doesn’t remember anything from back then. 
I’ve-I’ve checked before and he just gives me weird looks.” 


Isabela ran her hands frantically through her hair. 

“What school does he go to?” she asked, latching onto the first coherent thought. 
“Encanto High.” 

Isabela could have laughed at the coincidence. 

“Mirabel too,” she breathed. “She got transferred last year.” 

Dolores inhaled sharply and Isabela’s gaze snapped back to her. 


“Camilo was going on last year about meeting someone at school, a new girl that he’d 
befriended.” 


Isabela stared at her. “They ended up friends... by accident?” she asked weakly. 


Dolores’ gaze was far away in that way that told Isabela she was putting pieces together. 
She’d always been good at puzzles. 


“He said they were best friends. They hung out all the time although he never brought her 
over since he said she had strict rules at home.” 


Isabela grimaced. That was true. 


“But he did tell me once that there was a place they always met up. And I know he went there 
sometimes when he was upset. A park a few blocks away from the school.” 


The two stared at each other for a moment before Dolores grabbed her bag and they sprinted 
out of the bathroom without a word. 


Isabela didn’t even care that she’d be ruining her perfect attendance. 


They sprinted all the way to the park Dolores had mentioned, panting and lungs burning by 
the time they arrived. 


The place was deserted, like always. The girls split up, walking around to search for 
something, anything. 


They were desperate for any clue. 

Isabela spun around when she heard Dolores gasp. 

She hurried over to find her prima holding a yellow jacket in her shaking hands. 
"This is Camilo's," she whispered. 

Isabela’s heart dropped at the red stain soaked into the material. 


Blood. 


She hurriedly pulled Dolores into a hug again as she broke down. 
Someone hurt Camilo. And if Mirabel was with him like they thought... 
They didn't choose to leave. Someone took them. They'd been taken. 
Kidnapped. 


What were they supposed to do now? 


Chapter End Notes 
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Mirabel glared at their captors from under her eyelashes. Openly showing her anger hadn't 
done much but make them mad at her so she'd learned to be careful. 


Camilo was still pretty out of it most days and she was terrified over how bad the head injury 
was. If it was just a concussion, shouldn't he be better? 


It felt like they'd been here forever and he still wasn't really conscious. 


She'd tried pleading with them for medical attention, but they'd ignored her. Instead of 
helping her friend, they'd only forced the bread and water they'd been giving her down his 
throat when he was somewhat lucid. 


Most of the time they were kept gagged and tied up. Mirabel tended to try and keep herself 
between them and Camilo. If she stayed back to back with him, then she could at least hold 
his hand. 


It was a small comfort in a terrifying situation. She didn't know how they'd get out of this... 
Mirabel unconsciously squeezed his hand as she listened to their kidnappers talk. They were 
planning to send the teenagers... somewhere. It sounded like they were going by boat and 
also that they were going to be locked up in one of those big shipping containers. The details 
of where weren't clear though. 


She didn't know where they were being taken except that it was away from home. Away from 
their families. 


She wished that she'd never stormed off that day. But she also didn't want Camilo to have 
been taken on his own. 


She was startled out of her thoughts when the hand in hers squeezed back. That was the first 
time she'd really got any reaction from him that wasn't a dazed and confused stare. 


She closed her eyes, hoping desperately that Camilo was more lucid this time. 
She didn't want to do this alone anymore. 


She didn't have much time to think on it since the men who took them were suddenly 
moving, tying blindfolds over their eyes and carrying them away. 


Mirabel hoped Camilo was faking being unconscious now and hadn't just passed out again. 


After a few minutes of being carried, she was suddenly dropped on a metal floor. That was 
going to leave a bruise. 


She waited until they all left and a metal door was locked, guessing that they were in the 
shipping container the men had been talking about. 


After a long moment of waiting to check that there was no one in there with them, Mirabel 
struggled into a sitting position. It was difficult with the ropes and blindfold, but she managed 
after a bit of work. She'd heard them drop Camilo too and she needed to find him. 


Thankfully, it only took a few minutes of wriggling around before she bumped into him. He 
flinched in surprise and she felt hopeful that he was actually awake and aware. 


It took a lot more work to move so that she was able to find his bound hands to squeeze them, 
tangling their fingers together which gave her some comfort in this terrible situation. 


She could have sobbed with relief when he squeezed her hand back and didn't let go. For a 
moment, she just let herself relax with the knowledge that those damn people hadn't hit him 
hard enough to leave him comatose. 


She startled in surprise when he moved, letting go of her hands and shifting to reach for the 
ropes around her wrists. 


She was confused for a moment before remembering that Camilo was excellent with knots 
and untangling things. 


Her heart was in her throat as she stayed still, resisting the urge to twitch when his fingers 
slipped. 


After a few anxiety-inducing minutes though, the ropes around her wrists loosened and she 
was able to pull them apart. She hurriedly ripped them off, feeling the rope burn from all the 
struggling hurt with the movement. But that wasn't important right now. 


She pulled the gag and blindfold off quickly, not that it did much since she could barely see 
inside the dark container. There was only a thin crack of light by the doors. 


Before the fabric was even pulled clear of her face, she was already turning. 
"Cami!" Her voice cracked as she fought tears. 
This was the first proper sign of life he'd given in days. 


Reaching out, she found his arm and quickly moved to take off the gag and blindfold. Then 
she started on the ropes. 


"Mira, you okay?" He asked and her hands shook at hearing him again. 


"Am I okay?" Her voice shot up a few pitches. "Y-you weren't reacting or waking up or 
anything! I thought they really hurt you..." 


She hiccupped as the ropes came loose and Camilo quickly moved his hands to hold hers. 


"Sorry Mira, I didn't do it on purpose. I don't remember much after they hit my head," he 
admitted. "My head's pounding." 


She tentatively reached up along his face and into his hair. 


Camilo hissed and flinched in pain when her hand made contact with a scary amount of blood 
dried into his curls. 


This time she couldn't stop the sob and grabbed both his hands tightly. He hadn't sat up yet 
and that worried her even more. 


"They hit you over the head when they got us," She managed to get out between sobs. "But- 
but you haven't been-I don't know, awake. And I was so scared Cami, what if they hit you too 
hard and they wouldn't take you to a doctor and-" 


He stopped her panicked ramble-sobs by pulling her down into a hug. 


"Don't think I can sit up without throwing up," he muttered. "So you're gonna have to lie 
down." 


She sniffled and they ended up tangled together on the floor of the shipping container in a 
tight hug. 


"Sorry I scared you," he murmured. 


"Wasn't your fault," she mumbled, shoving her face into his shoulder. "It's those bastards' 
fault." 


"Did they hurt you?" He asked in concern. 


"No. Just a couple of bruises from when they got rough," she assured. "They were mostly 
focused on keeping us alive. Bread and water mostly." 


"I vaguely remember stuff being shoved down my throat," he muttered. 
"You were sort of awake now and then," she admitted. "But not really... aware." 


"Head still feels fuzzy. It's difficult to focus," he sighed, his fingers absently tapping out a 
rhythm on her back. She recognised it from days in the classroom when he needed to fiddle 
with something and he didn't have his fidget cube. 


Mirabel held onto him tighter. He fidgeted more when he was anxious or nervous. They 
needed to get out and she needed to get him to a doctor. 


"What do we do?" She found herself asking, feeling lost and afraid. 
"Where are we?" 


"A shipping container." 


She explained everything she'd heard. 

"We're going out of the country?!" 

She understood the panic in his voice. She was still feeling it herself. 

"I think we're already out of the country," she admitted. "They kept moving us." 


She didn't comment on how Camilo started shaking at that news, the tapping increasing in 
speed on her back. 


"Do you think anyone would hear us if we called for help?" She suggested. 
"Probably only them," Camilo muttered. 
Mirabel bit her lip anxiously. What could they do then? 


"What about trying when we get there?" He asked after a moment. "Someone has to unload 
the shipping containers. They could help us?" 


It was probably their only option. As long as it wasn't people in on this kidnapping that were 
doing it. Then they were screwed. 


"They didn't leave water or food, and we were tied up. So the trip can't be too long," she 
reasoned. 


It was still going to be a miserable trip though. It was cold and Mirabel was still worried 
about Camilo. 


But what choice did they have? 


The pair huddled together for warmth, both regretting the fights that brought them to the park 
that day. 


"I miss my mama," Camilo whispered. He felt terrible that the last thing he'd done was yell at 
her. They'd always been close and now she must be in a state. 


"Me too," Mirabel murmured. 


They hoped their families were okay. 


Dolores and Isabela came careening into the police station, cheeks still wet with tears. 
Thankfully, one of the officers recognised them and rushed over. 
"Isabela?! Dolores?!" He was shocked to see the girls together. 


They looked terrible, eyes red and Dolores clutching a yellow jacket to her chest. 


The pair looked at him, taking a moment to recognise him. It had been years since they'd last 
seen him after all. 


“Tio Juan!” Dolores got it first. 

He’d been a good friend of their Tio Bruno. 

"What are you two doing here?" He asked, bewildered. 

That opened the floodgates as they started talking frantically at the same time. 
It took him a while to calm them down and get the whole story. 


When he did though, he moved quickly. A few barked out orders had the police station 
scrambling. He didn't know why two missing fifteen years old hadn't been taken more 
seriously but he was fixing that. 


He gently pried the jacket out of Dolores' hold and sent it off to be marked as evidence. 


"We'll figure this out," he promised the girls. "But I need you to tell me who the officers who 
visited you were." 


They answered all his questions and by the end, they were exhausted as the adrenaline faded. 
Juan organised for someone to take them home and suddenly Isabela grimaced. 


"Can you not tell them that it was us who found it? If they find out we talked to each other... 
we don't need that drama right now." 


Juan gave them a sympathetic look before agreeing and making the arrangements. 
He watched them go and sighed to himself. 


How the hell was he going to explain all this to Bruno? His boyfriend was going to be 
devastated. 
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Bruno grinned when his boyfriend got home, leaning away from his laptop. He was marking 
essays at the moment and not teaching an online class. 


He frowned when he saw the expression on Juan's face though. The man looked grim, not 
even pausing to take off his jacket and instead walking straight over to Bruno. 


"Bad day?" Bruno asked in concern, moving to stand. 
"Better stay sitting,” his boyfriend sighed. "I've... I've got bad news Bruno." 


He was getting a really bad feeling about this now. And that feeling increased tenfold as he 
listened to the story with growing horror. 


Bruno hadn't been in contact with anyone in the family for years, not since his papá had 
stormed out of the house and taken him with. There'd been a few rough years of doctors 
struggling to find the right medication for his epilepsy. He was allergic to certain ones and 
others had severe side effects for him. Eventually, they'd found the right combination and 
he'd stabilised, his seizures finally under control. 


By then though, he didn't feel like he could contact his hermanas. It had been so long and the 
fight over him so explosive... Pepa had looked so hurt... 


He felt guilty over what happened and too afraid to face his family, so he'd stayed away. His 
papá was the same. Bruno knew the man regretted a lot of what happened and how Pepa had 
been left defending her niños with no help and he wasn't surprised that she'd left that night. 
But by then... it had felt too late. 


And now his sobrinos were missing, likely hurt and kidnapped. Dolores and Isabela were 
together and had got involved to try and find them, proving that it was more than a runaway 
case. Which was far more terrifying than teenage rebellion. 


"Bruno?" Juan asked as the silence stretched after the story. 
"I think I'm going to be sick," he whispered. 


Juan pulled him into a hug and Bruno clung to him desperately. 


"We're going to find them," he swore. 
"It's been two weeks," Bruno said numbly. 


The first twenty-four hours were the most crucial and it had been two weeks before the police 
took it seriously. 


Juan was still comforting him when his papá arrived home, immediately concerned by the 
distress Bruno was in. 


He was just as devastated by the news as his hijo was. 


Dios mio Bruno hoped his sobrinos were okay... 


Time seemed to stretch in the darkness of the container. Mirabel and Camilo tried to keep in 
physical contact all the time, needing something to ground them besides cold metal. They 
didn't know how long they'd been here and were painfully hungry and thirsty by the time 
something changed. 


The teenagers were lightly dozing when the container moved, the pair falling over where they 
were leaned against the side. 


"Wha'?" Camilo asked, still very dazed despite being awake again. He was still struggling to 
focus a lot and his balance was shot. 


Mirabel steadied him as her stomach swooped with the movement of the container. Camilo 
let out a groan, head dropping onto her shoulder. This probably wasn't helping his constant 
nausea. 


"We're moving," Mirabel whispered. "We're being unloaded.” 


This was probably their only chance. She found Camilo's hand in the dark and squeezed it 
nervously. 


The container hit the ground, not too gently, and Mirabel gathered her courage. Hoping 
desperately that it wasn't someone working with their kidnappers out there, she called out. 


"Hey! Hey is anyone out there?!" 


Camilo let out a whine and she knew this wasn't helping his headache. But they didn't have 
another choice and he joined her in calling out after a moment. 


The pair were desperate for help. They didn't know why they'd been taken but they'd watched 
enough television to make some terrifying guesses. 


Mirabel banged on the metal, practically begging anyone to hear them. 


They both startled and fell silent as the doors unlocked and swung open. The sudden light 
almost blinded them and both teenagers automatically covered their faces with their arms, 


squinting against the sunlight. 
"Dios mio," someone whispered in horror. 


Mirabel desperately hoped that it was someone who would help them. 


Diego stared into the container in horror, his coworkers gathering behind him. They'd all 
been startled by the sudden calls from inside the container they were unloading and Diego 
had been the first to break out of his shock, rushing over to open the doors. 


It was very much against the rules as he broke the lock with a bolt cutter but there also 
weren't supposed to be people in there so he was pretty sure he wouldn't get in trouble for it. 


He felt sick at the sight of the two teenagers shielding their faces from the light now pouring 
into the dark space. 


Their clothes were dirty and rumpled and he could see bruises on the girl's uncovered arms. 
Above all else though, they looked terrified, huddled together at the back of the container. 
"Dios mio..." he whispered. 


Two pairs of eyes peeked out from behind their arms, a mix of fear and desperate hope clear 
to see. 


"Llame a la policía," he said urgently to his coworkers. 


He was pretty sure these two weren't in this container willingly. He could see rope thrown to 
one side and there were marks around their wrists. Taking a deep breath, Diego gentled his 
voice and stepped forward into the container's doorway. 


"Hola ninos," he greeted softly, crouching down to be more at their level. 
"Spanish?" The girl asked uncertainly. 


Diego suppressed a grimace. If they didn't know Spanish then this would be difficult. His 
English was terrible. 


"Sí," he nodded. "¿Hablas espanol?" 

The two looked at each other. 

"Habla un poco," the boy said uncertainly. 

If they knew a bit of Spanish then they might be fine before someone else arrived. 


Before he could think much further, the girl spoke again. 


"Ayúdame?" She pleaded, the word still uncertain, like she wasn't sure it was correct. "Por 
favor." 


His heart just broke at the plea. 


"Sí," he promised. "Si. Ayudarte." He was trying to keep his words simple but he wasn't sure 
if they understood. "Viene la policia." 


"Policia?" the boy caught onto the word, sounding hopeful. 


"Sí," he nodded again, relieved to see them relax at that. If they were here willingly, then they 
wouldn't be happy to hear that the police were coming. 


"Soy Diego," he introduced himself. The boy was resting his head on the girl's shoulder now 
and he really didn't look good. But Diego didn't want to risk getting closer and scaring them. 
He needed to gain some trust first. 


"Mirabel," the girl spoke up before pointing to the boy. "Camilo." 

Diego gave them a friendly smile. 

"Ninos," he started softly. "¿Cómo has llegado hasta aqui?" 

The pair stared at him blankly though and he tried to think of how to ask his question. 
He patted the metal floor and asked again. "¿Cómo?" 


Mirabel still looked confused but Camilo seemed to catch on, sitting up again. He bit his lip 
as he clearly tried to think of a reply in his limited Spanish. 


"llevar," he tried, pointing at the ropes to one side of the container. 

Mirabel caught on while Diego's heart dropped. His fears were right then. 
"Herido," Mirabel added. 

Take. Hurt. Even with the language barrier, he could gather what had happened. 
They'd been kidnapped. 


Dios they'd found victims of human trafficking. 
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Camilo held on tight to Mirabel’s hand as Diego spoke to them. Was this really the help 
they'd been hoping for? Or another trap? 


It was so hard to think and his head still hurt. He knew more Spanish than Mira did though so 
he tried to remember as much as he could to figure out what was going on. 


His mamá was more prone to slipping into Spanish and his papá was also Spanish unlike 
Mira who only had one Spanish-speaking parent. 


His stomach clenched at the thought of his family and the word slipped out almost 
automatically. 


"Familia." 
Diego's expression softened and he nodded. 


Camilo had to blink tears back. He just wanted to be with his family, with his parents and 
siblings. 


He wanted to go home. 


They tensed up when more noise kicked up outside and Camilo feared that the people who 
took them might be arriving. But Diego looked back and seemed relieved, waving at 
someone. 


Diego called something in rapid Spanish that Camilo couldn't catch and they watched 
nervously as he turned back to them. 


"Policia," he assured. 
The police were here? Were they actually safe? 


"English?" Diego asked and at their nods he called back to someone again. 


A tall, broad-shouldered man stepped into sight as Diego backed up and he smiled gently at 
them. 


"Hola niños," he greeted kindly before continuing in confident and slightly accented English. 
"My name's Mariano. I'm here to help you, okay?" 


Mirabel let out a quiet sob and Camilo closed his eyes against tears. 
"Gracias," he managed to get out, forcing his eyes open to look at Mariano again. 
"Can I come closer?" He asked. "Or can you come out here?" 


Camilo appreciated the choice but he was eager to get out of the dark and cold container. He 
moved to get up but fell right back down when the dizziness hit him hard. Mirabel caught 
him quickly and he closed his eyes as everything spun. 


"Cami's hurt," Mira said frantically. "They hit him in the head when they took us. He 
wouldn't wake up for ages and he's dizzy and sick and has a headache-" 


Mariano gently cut off her panicked rambles. 


"An ambulance is on its way," he assured them. "Do you want to stay there until they arrive 
y. y X y 
or come out?" 


"Out," Camilo insisted, squinting his eyes open and holding back the nausea by the skin of 
his teeth. "Please." 


Mirabel nodded next to him, holding his arm tightly as he leaned heavily against her. 


"Do you want help?" Mariano offered and surprisingly backed off when they shook their 
heads. 


With Mirabel’s help Camilo got standing again, going a lot more slowly now. His vision still 
swam a bit but Mira kept him upright until everything settled again. 


They were both really shaky as they made their way out of the dark container and into the 
bright sunlight. 


Mariano backed up to give them space and the rest of the police had made everyone else back 
up as well. 


The sunlight was blinding but it was worth it to feel warm for the first time since he'd woken 
up again. 


He wondered what happened to his jacket. He dropped it in the attack right? 
How long had it been? 


Mariano encouraged them to sit a distance away from their temporary prison while the 
officers swarmed it and checked every inch of it for evidence. 


"Are you two thirsty? Or hungry?" He asked as he sat down in front of them, the teenagers 
leaning against another container. 


They both nodded and Mariano called something in Spanish before looking back at them. 
"Can you tell me what happened?" He asked gently. "How you ended up in there?" 


They timidly started their story, pausing only to drink the water they were handed and eat the 
energy bars someone produced. 


When they told Mariano the date of their kidnapping, his expression didn't bode well. 
"How long has it been?" Mirabel asked softly. 

"Just over three weeks," he told them softly. 

Three weeks? They'd been gone for almost a month?! 

His family must be so scared and worried. Camilo swallowed hard. 

"Can- could we call our parents?" He pleaded. 

Mariano gave them another reassuring smile as the sound of an ambulance got closer. 
"TIl make it happen," he promised. 

They had to accept that and hold onto the promise since it was all they had at the moment. 
"Where are we?" Camilo asked belatedly realising that they still didn't really know. 
"Columbia," Mariano answered easily. 


They... were a long way from home... 


Dolores sat listlessly in the lounge as Antonio pretended to watch the television. She knew he 
was paying more attention to their parents though. They could hear their discussion in the 
kitchen. 


Their mamá sounded destroyed as she talked to papá. 


"It's my fault Felix!" She sobbed. "He was at that park because he was upset over the fight. If 
I hadn't been so hard on him or- or just /istened to him then he wouldn't have been there! He 
would be here, safe and happy a-and busy with that play. Dios mio we didn't even know 
about the play. He must have been so excited and I wouldn't even listen-" 


"Pepi, we both made mistakes," papá cut her off. "It wasn't just you. And it wasn't just that 
fight. I've been too hard on him too and I didn't realise it. We forgot that all our niños are 
unique and Camilo was so different from Dolores... we failed him." 


Mama let out a sob and Dolores looked down at her phone. 
"I want my baby back," mamá choked out and papá started whispering reassurances to her. 
It hurt to listen to this, to hear their guilt. It only made her own guilt even stronger. 


She should have spoken up. She'd known that Camilo was chafing under the rules that she'd 
never really needed. 


She should have done something. 
She was distracted from her thoughts when a message popped up on her screen. 
Isa: Any news? 


Dolores swallowed hard and sent back a negative. She and Isabela had exchanged phone 
numbers before separating a week ago and they'd been messaging each other every day. 


Dol: My mama is crying again. 

There was a pause before Isabela responded. 

Isa: Mine too. Luisa and Abuela got in a fight. 

Dolores' eyebrows rose in surprise at that. Luisa? Sweet little Luisa? 
Dol: Why? 


Isa: Luisa didn't go to work and Abuela yelled at her. She was given off by her boss cause of 
everything and Lu snapped and started yelling. It got... bad. She accused Abuela of not 
caring. 


Dolores stared at the message for a long moment before typing a reply. 
Dol: Do you think she does? 
Isa: I don't know. I don't know if this is love anymore. 


Dolores didn't know how to help her find the answer. She just knew as she listened to her 
parents' pain that they loved Camilo with everything in them. 


They'd made mistakes and they were desperate to fix them. 


Dolores didn't remember her Abuela very well but she knew enough to guess that most of her 
mamá s problems with parenting came from her. 


Children often mimicked their parents without realising it after all. And she'd heard her 
mama express her fear over becoming like their Abuela. 


That she'd lose her niños. 


Dolores wished she would realise that because she was afraid of it, it wouldn't happen. She 
was aware of the problems and while she wasn't perfect, she always put her family first. 


She supported their dreams and hobbies while not letting them slack off in their schoolwork. 
She made sure they had fun and stayed safe at the same time. 


She made mistakes but she was human. They would never leave her. 
Camilo least of all. 


Dolores closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She missed her hermanito so much. She 
wished he'd come home. Both Camilo and Mirabel. 


Dolores startled out of her thoughts when the phone rang. 
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Mariano stayed with the teenagers as they were checked over and he could tell that the 
paramedics weren't happy with what they were finding. He provided translation services to 
help with communication and also went along to the hospital to keep an eye on things. The 
pair of kids were skittish and nervous, understandably so considering what happened to them. 
And he wanted to provide a friendly and familiar face. 


He also wanted to make sure that he followed through on his promise to the pair. 


He stepped out while they were having blood drawn for further tests. Camilo was going to 
need to go for some scans to make sure that the kidnappers hadn't done serious damage and 
they were being put on IVs to get some nutrients back into their bodies. 


Other than that though, they were being kept together in a quiet room to try and help them 
process the sudden changes. They'd been through a lot and the doctors were trying their best 
not to scare the teenagers. 


Mariano focused on his phone as it finally connected the call. He'd had to light some fires 
under people at the station to get him this number this quickly and inform the other side that 
they had an official call coming their way. Since Mariano was the best with English, 
considering that he'd studied it for his move out of the country, he'd taken on the case 
officially now. 


It was surprising to everyone that the city the kids came from was the city he was moving to. 
He had family in Encanto and had already organised his job at the very station he was 
contacting right now. 


It worked out in the end though since those cops already knew him. 
"Mariano?" Juan asked. "We got a message saying that this was urgent. What's going on?" 


Mariano glanced back at the door. He wanted to make good on his promise and bring smiles 
to those exhausted faces in there. 


"We might have some kids you're looking for over here," he told the man. 
Juan inhaled sharply. "Camilo and Mirabel?" He asked, an edge of hope to his voice. 


"Sí, Camilo Castillo and Mirabel Rojas. Some dock workers found them locked up in a 
freight container. The kids managed to get the workers' attention as they were being 
unloaded." 


"A freight container?!" 


Mariano glared at the wall in front of him. "Sv. It's got all the signs of human trafficking Juan. 
We're looking into the people who shipped that container at the moment. They were damn 
confident to just leave the pair alone like that." 


Juan cursed. That suggested that they'd done this before and succeeded. 
"How are they?" He asked, pushing it aside for the moment to focus on the victims. 


"Shaken up and scared," Mariano told him. "They've been clinging to each other this whole 
time and the doctors are having some trouble separating them for tests. Camilo got hit over 
the head pretty badly and they're concerned." 


"Shit, that explains the blood," Juan sighed. "His jacket was found where they were taken and 
1t had his blood on it." 


"There were three of them. Two subdued Mirabel while the third knocked Camilo out. 
They're hungry, thirsty and a bit bruised up. Other than Camilo's head injury though, they're 
okay. They're being taken care of now and we'll be sending you the report, but I made a 
promise to those kids and I'm hoping you can help me keep it. Is there a way you can set up a 
call with their families?" 


"Done," Juan agreed immediately. "I'll contact them and we can do a video call." 
Mariano let out a sigh of relief. 
"Gracias." 


Those kids needed good news. 


Felix answered the phone with both fear and hope. Hope that they'd found his hijo and fear 
that they'd found a body. 


"Hey Felix." 


He relaxed a bit to hear Juan's voice. He'd known the man from being Bruno’s best friend and 
he'd been relieved to see the man in charge of the investigation. He handled it far better than 
the officers that wrote the situation off as a runaway case. 


"Please tell me you have good news Juan," he near begged. His family was falling apart in 
their fear and he wasn't much better. 


"I do," he could hear the smile in the man’s voice and Felix found himself holding his breath. 
"The kids were found Felix. They're safe in a hospital now." 


Felix's legs buckled and he had to catch himself on the wall. His hijo was found? He was 
alright? 


"We're going to organise for the families to talk to them via a video call. Could you and your 
family make it to the station today?" 


"Definitely. We'll leave immediately." 


He could see Pepa standing in the kitchen doorway and watching him worriedly and knew he 
needed to wrap this call up immediately. But he just needed to make sure... 


"He's alright?" He asked. 


"I won't lie, he's scared and hurt. But he's alive, safe and getting the medical treatment he 
needs." 


"Gracias," Felix whispered and said goodbye to the officer. 
"Felix?" Pepa asked, voice painfully hopeful while Dolores stared at him with wide eyes. 
Felix swept his wife close in a hug. "They found him. They found Camilo." 


Pepa slumped against him in sheer relief as she cried. He was okay. He was alive and they 
found him. Their hijo was okay. 


Dolores looked like she was about to cry while Antonio eagerly asked when Camilo was 
coming home. 


"They're organising a video call with them. We need to get to the station-" 

He chuckled when Pepa was already out the door with their niños following quickly. 

He couldn't wait to have their missing member home. 

Juan set the phone down with a sigh. The call to the Rojas family hadn't gone as smoothly as 
the one with Felix since Alma had picked up, but they were also on their way. 

One more person to call. 

He took a deep breath and dialled the number. 


"Bruno? They're okay. The kids are okay." 


Chapter End Notes 


Follow this Facebook page if you want updates on my work: 
https: //www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100087126981019 


Unexpected Family Reunion 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Juan sighed in exasperation. He’d known that this would happen. Getting these two families 
into the same room together was bound to result in explosions, especially since emotions 
were running high. 


They’d been shocked at first when they saw each other, but then Alma had to make a 
comment about Camilo dragging Mirabel into trouble after they learned about who the other 
kidnapped teenager was and Pepa exploded. Juan couldn't even blame her. She was stressed 
out of her mind and feeling crippling guilt over everything. Hearing that had ignited her fiery 
temper and resulted in a screaming match. 


Felix had immediately planted himself between Pepa and her mother while Dolores shielded 
Antonio from the commotion and Isabela kept Luisa back as well as they watched. 


Juan managed to bring a halt to the fight with a piercing whistle, drawing their attention. 


“Alma, Pd appreciate it if you didn’t provoke a fight with the parents of the other kidnapping 
victim,” he said sharply as Felix drew Pepa into a hug. The woman was shaking and Juan 
mentally shook his head. Alma had never been the best with emotionally charged situations 
and she was terrible at dealing with Pepa. Pedro had been better but... well, he’d always been 
distracted by Bruno. 


Juan hadn’t been surprised when the family imploded and he’d just focused on being there 
for Bruno. Pepa had had Felix at least and he was a fantastic support for her. 


“Lo siento,” Pepa murmured and Juan moved to stand between the two groups. 


“It's fine Pepa. It’s normal to be emotional at the moment.” Julieta looked on the verge of 
tears after all. He turned back to talk to everyone in the room at once. “I know this is a shock 
but please leave your family drama at the door. For the sake of those kids if for nothing else.” 


He got a quick agreement from most of them and after staring Alma down, she nodded 
grudgingly as well. “Great. They’re setting up the video call in the hospital the kids are in at 
the moment.” He gestured to the computer on the table. “We just have to wait for them to 
call.” 


Most of the attention in the room immediately zeroed in on the screen and it was 
unsurprisingly Dolores and Isabela who bolted over to the table first. 


“How long?” Isabela asked since Dolores didn’t seem to be speaking at the moment, just 
holding Antonio close. 


Some of the members of the other side of the family were finally taking notice of the little 
boy who barely paid them any attention. Juan doubted he’d listen to anything that wasn’t 
about Camilo right now. 


“Any minute now. I let them know the moment you all arrived.” 
“You couldn't have organised separate calls?” Alma asked accusingly. 


“Tve been told that it’s near impossible to get the pair away from each other,” Juan said 
evenly. “We didn’t want to distress them when one call solved the problem.” 


The two sets of parents had already moved over to the table as well, Luisa following quickly. 
Now that their focus was on seeing their missing family members, the hostility had vanished 
from most of them. 


Dolores and Isabela sat in the chairs in front of the computer while the others gathered 
around them. They could do nothing but wait. Juan noticed that the oldest girls were subtly 
holding hands, clearly an attempt to comfort each other. The only one who seemed to notice 
was Luisa who frowned a little but didn’t comment. 


Juan didn’t want to even think about the reaction to the families finding out that Dolores and 
Isabela were speaking to each other and spending time together again. 


Camilo and Mirabel waited impatiently for the computer to be set up. They were both done 
with all the tests, were cleaned up and Camilo’s head had been bandaged up. They both still 
had IVs but other than that, they were okay, the doctors said. They just wanted to keep an eye 
on Camilo’s injury though and had warned them to avoid stress. 


The pair had been excited when Mariano revealed that he’d organised a call with their parents 
and both of them wanted nothing more than for the computer to be ready. 


They were finally going to see their parents again, after all the fear and uncertainty. So it 
wasn’t a surprise to see them practically bouncing in place on Camilo’s bed, so close that 
they were always in some kind of contact. 


They didn’t like being out of reach of each other and it was the fastest way to upset them and 
bring that constant fear back to the surface. 


“Do you think they’ll be mad?” Mirabel asked softly, dragging Camilo’s attention away from 
the blank screen. 


“ ..I don’t know,” he admitted. 


He still remembered his fight with his parents vividly and he felt terrible about it. Were they 
still angry? 


Mirabel was clearly worried about the same thing. 


"I hope I don't get grounded again," Mirabel sighed. "Although it might be worth it to get to 
go home again." 


Camilo winced, remembering his own grounding. And the play and party. 


He'd missed everything, hadn't he? Three whole weeks. He didn't get to play the lead in the 
play after all and exams had started already. 


Shit, he'd missed so much. 

He dragged his attention away from those thoughts as Mariano stepped into view. 

"You ready niños?" he asked. 

Both teenagers nodded. Despite their worries, they were ready to see their families again. 


Mirabel leaned against Camilo as they both stared anxiously at the screen. The moment the 
call was picked up, they both relaxed unconsciously. 


It was so good to see their families again, regardless of their worries and fears. 
"Camilo!" Antonio cried, leaning towards the screen where he was sitting in Dolores' lap. 


Tears pricked his eyes as he drank in the sight of his family. Dolores had started crying, 
holding Antonio close when he looked like he was about to try climbing through the screen. 


His gaze was immediately drawn to behind his sister though. His papá had his hand resting 
comfortingly on Dolores' shoulder, but he was staring straight at the screen and looking 
completely relieved. 


And his mama... 


Camilo swallowed hard at the sight of the sheer relief on his mama's face. She was covering 
her mouth and clearly on the brink of tears. 


"Cami..." she whispered. 


For the first time since everything happened, he felt like things might be okay now. 
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Pepa couldn't take her eyes off her baby. His face was thinner than before and the sight of the 
bandage around his head made her heart ache. But he was there, countries away, but alive and 
safe. 

What she wouldn't give to have him in her arms now. 

She vaguely heard Julieta talking to Mirabel but all her focus was on her hijo . 

"Cami," Pepa leaned closer over Dolores' shoulder. "Baby, are you okay?" 

Her hijo blinked back tears and Pepa wished that she could comfort him. 

"I'm okay mami ," he murmured. 

"You're hurt," Antonio argued, sounding like he was about to start crying. 


"It's just a bump," Camilo reassured his hermano . "I'm okay." 


Pepa and Felix didn't call him out on the lie since no one wanted Antonio more upset. But the 
adults knew that head injuries could be very dangerous. They hoped that Juan would be able 
to give them more details after the call. 


She took a shaky breath before focusing on her hijo . She couldn't give him much right now 
except for comfort. She could break down afterwards but Camilo was her priority right now. 
Especially considering their last conversation. The guilt was still eating her up inside. She 
moved to speak but Camilo beat her to him. 


"I'm sorry mamá ," he said, gaze skittering away from the computer briefly before returning. 
"For the fight." 


Pepa was horrified to see guilt in Camilo's expression and hurriedly tried to get rid of it. He 
shouldn't be feeling guilty or blaming himself. Not after what he'd been through. 


"No Cami," she said. "It's okay. We weren't listening and we're sorry for that baby." 
Felix spoke up as well, most likely thinking the same as she was. 
"We didn't give you a chance to explain mijo ," he assured gently. "That's on us." 


Camilo seemed surprised by their words and that made Pepa's heart ache. He'd fully expected 
them to blame him. They'd really messed up. 


"We'll talk about it when you get home mijo ," Felix said. "And we’re going to listen better 
from now on." 


Julieta was having her own conversation with Mirabel and it was a little difficult to be having 
two different discussions, but Pepa had tuned them out. 


"We just want you home Cami," she said. "Don't worry about any of that, okay?" 
Camilo looked uncertain, but he nodded after a moment. 


She gave him a reassuring smile that he tentatively returned. They were broken out of their 
moment by Isabela's sharp voice. 


"Abuela!" 


Pepa turned her head to look at the woman. She was throwing Alma an annoyed look while 
the older woman looked shocked at her tone. 


"Do you really need to scold Mirabel right now ? She's in the hospital! A lecture isn't helping 
anyone." 


Pepa shot a glance at the girl sitting beside Camilo to find her looking upset. Of course her 
mamá had to go and start scolding Mirabel despite everything she'd been through. 


She looked back at the screen to see Camilo scowling, eyes directed at the other side of the 
screen. Likely at the Abuela he didn't even know about. 


Pepa watched as Camilo squeezed Mirabel’s hand comfortingly. 

And her heart broke. 

Those two had been inseparable for so long and Camilo had cried for weeks over losing her. 
And despite everything, they found each other again. And they didn't even know it. 


...She needed to fix that. Regardless of her problems with her parents, she shouldn't have let 
him forget about the cousin he loved so much. He should know who she is. 


"Are they treating you well there?" Dolores asked, interrupting any argument that could start. 
Camilo nodded. "They're nice. And Mariano is staying around to help.” 

Dolores frowned slightly. “Mariano?” 

They were all confused by the new name and Juan unexpectedly stepped in to explain. 


“Mariano Guzman,” he told them. “He’s the police officer there who talked to them. Whether 
by luck or fate, he’s also the officer who’s moving here, so I already knew him. He organised 
this call.” 


Mirabel and Camilo seemed surprised by something and Camilo turned to look somewhere 
out of the camera’s frame. 


“You're moving to Encanto?” he asked in shock. 


“Ah, sí ,” an unfamiliar, accented voice answered. “I didn’t have a chance to mention it with 
everything that happened. It’s why I know English. I took online courses. My teacher was 
very good.” 


A man moved into sight on Camilo's side. He was tall and well-muscled, effortlessly 
handsome as he smiled at them all. 


" Hola , I'm Mariano. It's lovely to meet you all." 
He was definitely a charmer. 
"You found them?" Dolores asked softly. 


"I was the officer that arrived on scene first," he corrected gently. "A man named Diego is the 
one who found them and called the police." 


"He was nice," Mirabel said softly. 
"Thank you," Isabela said while Dolores nodded. "For helping them." 
"Of course," he gave them a gentle smile. "They're both safe," he assured. 


The families relaxed slightly at that assurance. They still wanted them home though. Safe and 
far away from people who would hurt them. 


"When can they come home?" Pepa asked anxiously, wringing her hands. 


"As soon as the doctors clear them," Mariano promised. "I'll take them back to Encanto 
myself." 


"Thank you," she sighed. She just wanted her baby home. "Is it possible for us to speak to the 
doctors or-or something?" She asked, desperate to know how badly her hijo was hurt. 


"T'I talk to the doctors and have them send you all the information," Mariano promised and 
she gave the man a shaky smile. 


The police officer nodded at them and moved out of the camera's sight again. For the rest of 
the call, they spoke to the pair, ensuring that they were alright. Pepa’s heart ached at the tiny 
flinches both of them gave every time someone moved too close to them or made an 
unexpected noise near them. And they still clung to each other, holding hands or leaning 
against each other. 


It was so familiar that it hurt. 


She needed to fix this... 
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Camilo and Mirabel looked up from where they were curled up together on the bed when 
Mariano walked in again. 
"Hola," he greeted. "I bring gifts." 
He held up a couple of shopping bags. The pair looked at them curiously as he came closer. 
"I'm sure you two want to get out of those hospital gowns." 
Their clothes had been in such a terrible state that they couldn't really be salvaged. 
The kids lit up and nodded, eagerly taking the bags he handed them. 
"It's probably not what you're used to," Mariano apologised as they pulled the clothes out. 


He'd needed to make do with what he could find on short notice but also something that was 
decently comfortable. 


The pair looked curious as they examined the clothes. He’d brought a white blouse and blue 
skirt for Mirabel and brown pants and a beige shirt for Camilo. 


“What's this?” he asked curiously, pulling out bright yellow fabric. 


“Ah, that's a ruana,” Mariano explained brightly. “You mentioned that you lost your jacket so 
I hope you don’t mind a different replacement.” 


Camilo didn’t really seem bothered, more intrigued by the clothing than anything else. Both 
kids rushed off to get changed and Mariano let out a quiet sigh of relief. Both teenagers were 
still carrying an air of fear with them and he wanted to try and help them to feel a little safer 
if he could. Proper clothes were the least he could offer to try and make them more 
comfortable. 


When they returned, the officer watched the pair in amusement. Mirabel was delighted with 
the skirt and kept spinning to watch it flare out. Camilo was still sitting more often than not 
because of his head injury, but he seemed just as happy with the ruana. Mariano smiled to 
himself as the pair chatted excitedly and waved off their thanks. 


“It's no problem,” he assured. “How are you two feeling?” 


“Better,” Camilo answered, leaning back on his hands and swinging his legs. “My headache 
isn’t so bad anymore.” 


“The doctors have been really nice,” Mirabel added with a bright smile. 


“That's good,” Mariano said in approval. “If you have any problems, don’t be afraid to tell 
me alright?” 


They nodded again and he moved to sit in the visitor’s chair. “The doctors say you should be 
good to be discharged by the end of the week,” he told them. “After that, you’ Il be released 
into my custody for the flight home.” 


Their expressions turned wistful at the mention of home and he smiled encouragingly at 
them. 


“You'll be back with your families before you know it.” 
Their smiles were a little weak but they were there. 


“What about the people that took us?” Camilo asked after a moment. Mirabel climbed onto 
the bed next to him and leaned against his side. “Did you find them?” 


“We did,” Mariano said firmly. “We worked with the police in your city to get the members 
of the group who were still there. No one is going to be coming after you two.” 


The tension flooded out of them and they sagged against each other in relief. 


“PI still be staying nearby just in case,” he added. “I promise that I won't let anyone hurt 
either of you again.” 


Mirabel’s smile was wobbly but grateful. Camilo had closed his eyes and let out a quiet 
relieved breath. 


“Will we be able to talk to them again this week?” Mirabel asked hopefully. 


Mariano nodded although he couldn't help a slight frown as he remembered the vague 
explanation Juan had given him. It didn’t really make sense but the man had promised to 
explain when he arrived that side. 


“We’ve organised for you to each have a call every day. Apparently, your families don’t get 
along particularly well so Juan suggested they not be in the same room for every call.” 


The teenagers” expressions turned bewildered at that. 
“They don’t get along?” Camilo asked in confusion. 


“From what I understand, there seems to be tension between Mirabel’s 4buela and your 
parents Camilo.” 


Mirabel grimaced. “Abuela said something she shouldn’t have, didn’t she?” She asked warily. 
“I don’t know the details,” Mariano admitted. 


“Our sisters seemed to be getting along fine,” Camilo turned to look at Mirabel in confusion. 


“I know, but Abuela can be stubborn and say stuff she shouldn’t when she’s scared,” the girl 
sighed. “We’ll still be able to see them every day?” she checked. 


“Sí,” Mariano assured. “And you can both stay together for each call.” 


That was the right thing to say since they relaxed again. Mariano had already warned 
everyone against trying to separate the pair. They were still in a country they didn’t know and 
were scared despite how well they could hide it. It was best that they be kept together. 


“Thank you,” Mirabel said. “For all your help. You’ve been very kind to us.” 


“I take my job seriously,” he told her. “I will make sure that you both get home safely 
Mirabel, Camilo. I promise.” 


Their bright smiles at that made him all the more determined to follow through on that 
promise. 


He stayed for a while longer, talking to the teenagers and checking that everything was still 
alright with their doctors before swapping out with another officer. There was always 
someone keeping an eye on everything although Mariano still had the best English. Camilo 
was quick with Spanish though and with some effort, they could usually communicate at least 
a little bit. 


He stretched and decided that he’d grab something to eat from the coffee shop before heading 
home to sleep a bit. Before he left though, he called Juan to give him an update. He was 
pretty sure that there was something going on with Juan and this case that he didn’t know but 
the man wasn’t explaining over the phone apparently. 


He promised he’d give Mariano the full story when he arrived next week though. 


Hanging up, Mariano went to get something to eat but his mind was still on the case. It didn’t 
matter that his part would be over when he got the teenagers back home, he was still going to 
keep an eye on things to make sure they’d be alright. 


And he wasn’t leaving them until he got the full story in Encanto. 
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